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6 ALL IBELAND BEVIEW. 
POEMS BIT EDMUND ABMSTBONG, 
Selected as most typical of his genius by his brother, 
George Francis Savage-Armstrong. 
ON HEAEING OF THE DEATH OF WILLIAM 
SMITH O'BBIEN, 
June 19, 1864. 
No more of scofis ! To him who calmly sleeps 
The storm-blown banner of our Isle was dear. 
Hushed be the buzz of scorn about his bier ! 
Ye know not what a harvest rich he reaps, 
There where the throbbing heart at last hath rest, 
For those poor struggles, weak and wild at best, 
To reach a pure ideal. Onward creeps 
Our country surely to its destined place? 
A bark that buffets with the angry deeps, 
Albeit the port be near. Withhold not grace 
From him who loved us so that he would grasp 
The shuddering helm with his own infant hand, 
Kapt with a god-like impulse. With a gasp 
He reeled and fell, but now his simple faith seems 
grand. 
-:o: 
BOAT-SONG. 
Time, boys! time, boys! 
Strike with might and pull together ! 
Out from the wide blue harbour's mouth, 
Into the surge rolling up from the south, 
To the rocky headland, stormy and bold, 
With its jutting reefs and fresh wild bays, 
Where the porpoise tumbles and dives and plays, 
Thither steer, and strike together! 
Time, boys ! time, boys ! 
Strike with might and pull together! 
Out from the harbour of dreams and of sleep, 
Into the waters stormy and deep ; 
To the battle of life with a smile on our brows, 
And a hope in our hearts of the haven afar, 
Beyond the billows and winds at war, 
Thither steer, and strike together ? 
(1863.) 
-:o: 
A GBACE. 
0 crushing bonnet ! Thrilling boots I 
(Would she but turn her face!) 
Gown, whose aerial lustre suits 
The figure of a Grace ! 
Ecstatic curl ! O'erwhelming neck ! 
Feet, models meet for Phidias ! 
What heavenly hues her form bedeck ! . . 
She turns . . I tremble . . hideous ! 
MACKEY'S SEEDS. 
BEST FOR GARDEN & FARM. 
Purity and Germination the Highest. Price the most 
Moderate. Catalogues free on application. Sir James W. 
Jfackey, Limited, 23, Upper Sackville-street, Dublin. 
THE BEE. 
There is a bee within my brain ; 
It is not storing honey; 
Buzz?buzz?it buzzeth dismally, 
" 
Make money, man, make money !" 
There's money enough in merry greenwood, 
In sunshine and gay weather; 
There's money enough in two warm hearts 
That glow and throb together. 
There's money enough in a kindly smile, 
In gentle loving laughter; 
There's money enough in a mind that broods 
On the mystery of Hereafter. 
But the bee keeps buzzing within my brain,. 
And will not store its honey; 
Alack ! it buzzeth continually, 
"Make money, fool, make money!" 
-: o : 
A NOBLE DREAMER. 
Within his Gothic library 
The portly Earl reclines, 
In a delicious reverie 
Of dinners, toasts, and wines; 
His eyelids droop upon his eyes, 
His plump white hands are folded? 
A round and jovial nobleman 
As ever Nature moulded. 
His lordship's fancy takes a flight 
Of five-and-thirty years; 
He sits, a youth of spirits light, 
Among his careless peers, 
Beside the full-Mown Royal Rose 
Whose fragrance was diffused 
O'er Europe in those days of beaux 
So loudly now abused; 
His Prince's eye upon him glows, 
Deep joys his soul encumber? 
A blue fly settles on his nose, 
And breaks his blissful slumber! 
They are tranced by the cadence 
From Singing-Bird Yale. 
And over the reaches 
Of Lily-Foam Sea 
^ 
The elves on the beaches 
Are calling to me. 
-:o: 
THE GODS. 
I watch the Ocean Sweeper glide 
Across the crystal lawn, 
And, rising from the saffron tide, 
The Deer of Mananaun. 
I And Angus in the Land of Love 
Lies dreaming hour on hour, 
I hear the singing of a dove 
About his hidden bower. 
I I see from ancient shadows now 
The queenly Dana start, 
j She bears the moon upon her brow, I The sunset in her heart. 
Waltham Watches. Waltham Watches. 
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